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k'I know," agreed Rybin. "But let him talk as long as
he's able. His life was sacrificed to no good purpose; let
him endure a little more for a good purpose. It's all right,
don't worry!"
"You seem to take pleasure in it!" exclaimed Sophia.
Rybin glanced at her and replied sullenly:
'It's you gentlefolk who take pleasure admiring Jesus
Christ groaning on the cross. But we want to take a lesson
from this man and want you to take it too."
The mother raised one eyebrow anxiously.
"That's enough," she said.
The sick man, now sitting at the table, began to talk
again.
"Why should they kill people with work? Why should
they rob a man of his life? Our boss—I worked at the
Nefedov factory—our boss gave an actress a' golden basin
to wash herself in, and a golden bed-pot. My strength
and my life went into that pot! That's what I gave my
life for! A man killed me with work so that he could
amuse his mistress with my life's blood! He bought her a
golden bed-pot with my life's blood!"
"Man's made in the image and likeness of God," scof-
fed Yefim, "and here's what they do to him."
"Tell everybody about it!" cried Rybin, bringing his
palm down on the table.
"Don't stand for it!" added Yakov softly.
Ignat gave a laugh. The mother noticed that these
three boys listened with the insatiable curiosity of hungry
souls, watching Rybin intently whenever he spoke. The
words of Savely brought a strange expression of mockery
to their faces. They seemed to feel no pity for the sick
man.
"Is it really true what he says?" whispered the mother
softly, leaning towards Sophia.
"Yes, it's true," answered Sophia in a loud voice.
"They even wrote about those gifts in the Moscow
papers."
"But the criminal is never punished," said Rybin has-

